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The Oliver family was closely associated with Saint Mary’s as early as the
construction of the College in 1862-1863. They remained close to the
Archbishops of San Francisco— Joseph Alemany, Patrick Riordan and
Edward Hanna—serving as one of the mainstays of the Catholic community,
particularly with charitable foundations.
What follows is a collection of material on the Oliver family of San Francisco.
Sources are scattered here and there, many on the internet, others in books on
the Irish immigrants and a great deal from the diaries of the family. Patrick J
Dowling’s books, Irish Californians and California, The Irish Dream
provided background. One of the descendants of B P Oliver, Mr Jake Fletcher,
is a professional genealogist and has been a source of information and
encouragement in this curious undertaking. The histories by Mr Ron Isetti and
Br Wilfred Matthew were consulted.
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GETTING TO SAN FRANCISCO
 
A long, long way. From 1846 to 1869 California was largely cut off from the States. A fair bit
of hard work was required to make any connection. During late Mexican times, only the
occasional ship put in at Yerba Buena, a small village situated on a grand harbor on the West
Coast. These vessels carried merchandise and a handful of people. A passenger from the east
coast booked the intimidating voyage around the Horn, and endured four or five months on
board, and then only if the weather was good. Along the way, mail and supplies were
delivered to Valparaiso, Acapulco, San Diego and San Pedro. The alternative, overland
services on dusty wagon-roads through deserts and hostile territory, was so primitive and
dangerous that only the poor chose it. 
The Mexican War began in 1846 and ended in February 1848 when the Treaty of Guadalupe
Hidalgo handed over a lot of land to the United States. As a result, Alta California became
American territory. This meant little because it was already well supplied with immigrants
who for decades had been joining the Mexican families on the land and becoming farmers.
But just then, on 24 January, the sharp eyes of James Marshall changed everything! The news
could not be contained and spread very quickly. In no time at all, Yerba Buena was filled
with amateur miners, cardsharps, pioneers and ruffians, most arriving by ship. The need was
met by the Pacific Mail and the U S Mail Steamship Companies. As early as fall of 1848, the
SS California and SS Oregon left New York and arrived in the spring at what was to become
San Francisco. Over the next few years dozens of ships were built and added to the rapidly
growing fleet that sailed back and forth. In return many a load heading east was listed as
treasure— gold and silver produced by the mines and handled by the Mint.
The obvious route over the isthmus of Panama while shorter was not attractive because of the
jungle, humidity, bugs and various fevers. The other choice, a trip around the Horn, was very
long and could end tragically. In fact, across Central America donkeys and shanks-mare gave
a time-saving but risky land-route from the Pacific to the Gulf that had been used for 300
years; it was the “Road of Gold” carrying the metal from Peru to Madrid. For centuries the
Manila galleons had off-loaded at Acapulco, leaving an overland trek through Mexico City to
the Caribbean. 
Over and over, plans for a canal at the isthmus were proposed, only to fail for lack of
practical vision. However, in 1855, the Panama Railroad was built (47 miles of 5-foot gauge)
and the shorter alternative become acceptable. One company ran ships from New York to
Chagres, the passengers boarded the train to Panama City, whence they sailed to San
Francisco on another ship. Only in 1914 was the great canal finally cut through Gatun Lake at
Culebra, allowing continuous passage, Atlantic to Pacific.
Back in California, shipping became the life-line for the isolated citizens. Supplies, mail and,
of course, luxuries had to arrive only after a long voyage by sea—from Boston, New York,
Baltimore and Liverpool. The trickle of cross-country wagon-trains continued and then was
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increased by rough stage-coach services. Communication and transport had to improve to
deal with the increasing number of Americans and Europeans in the west. Mail was a
concern; a letter home could take months to reach its target. News was also a major problem;
political matters in the east would not be heard of by the westerners for weeks or months. In
1850 when Congress decided that California was to join the union, the news took nearly a
month to reach the new citizens of the thirty-first state. In April 1860, the Pony Express was
put in place. This delicately coordinated and very expensive operation brought eastern mail
from Missouri to Sacramento in 10 days and lasted until October of the following year when
the wire for the transcontinental telegraph was strung.
President Lincoln, Thomas Durant and the Big Four, armed with the Pacific Railroad Act,
provided the final piece and the golden spike was driven at Promontory in May 1869. Now,
merchants, well-dressed ladies and children could head west in some comfort. At first, the
travelers got off in Sacramento and took a steamer down the river to San Francisco. Soon
enough several rail-lines to Oakland were laid, leaving a short ferry trip at the end. 
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THE IRISH IN THE BAY AREA
While California was becoming increasingly attractive after 1848, Ireland was truly
miserable. Not only was the Isle under English domination and mismanagement, nature did
little to help. The Great Hunger began around 1846 when a blight wiped out the potato crop
that had sustained the poor on the land. Over the next six years perhaps a million died but,
just as devastating, over a million sailed away. Even before these hard times, ambitious and
restless young fellows had left Ireland. They headed for New York and Boston, as well as
Montreal and Toronto, and there many stayed. But a remarkable fraction of them kept
heading west. They were longing to own land and make money, both denied them by the
English. And then news of gold reached those gaelic ears. 
Quite early, even before any gold-rush, a small group of Irish, of Catholic background, had
arrived in San Francisco, to work with and to intermarry with the Catholic Mexican families.
They prospered and received grants of land from the governors. The designer of both Yerba
Buena and Benicia was an able surveyor, Jasper O’Farrell, who landed in 1843.  He laid out
Market Street to be the dramatic main drag of the City and he was able to retire on his
enormous rancho in Sonoma County. Robert Semple was another entrepreneur who after
landing in 1845 got involved in the Bear Flag Revolt and then the constitutional assemblies
in Monterey. He married into the Martinez family and was granted the land around Benicia, a
city he promoted with a ferry service to Martinez on the south side of the strait. 
John Parrott, born in Tennessee, become a merchant trading with Mexico. He was appointed
consul in Mazatlan in 1837. There, after assessing the increasing tension with Mexico, he
encouraged John Sloat, commander of the Pacific Squadron, to sail to California and to claim
the far west for the United States. By 1846, he too was in San Francisco, deeply into banking
and real estate. With another Celt, Joseph Donohoe, he opened Parrott & Company in 1850.
He soon become the richest man on the west coast. His family was characterized at the time
by a well-to-do Irish lady as the “Aristocracy of San Mateo”. After John’s death in 1884 his
many charitable acts in favor of the archdiocese were continued by his wife, Abigail
Meagher; she donated land for churches and cemeteries in San Mateo. 
John Downey left Roscommon and did a great deal of wandering in Maryland, Washington
and Ohio, working as a pharmacist. In 1849 he was in California at Grass Valley— we need
not wonder why. Like so many he found that the money was in mercantile and services, not
in the Sierra streams. He was then in San Francisco to work in a drug store and shortly off to
Los Angeles and a career in politics. He married into a local Mexican family. He was elected
a state assemblyman and then lieutenant governor. In 1860 when, after only a week in office,
Milton S Latham (of San Francisco) resigned the governorship to become U S Senator,
Downey ran the state. Later he set up a bank in Los Angeles and helped found USC.
And there was John Thomas Doyle, a young attorney who arrived from New York in 1852.
He too became quite well-known and in 1853 was asked by Archbishop Alemany to sort out
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the multi-million-dollar tangle known as the Pious Fund. Doyle was to receive 25% of the
settlement. His associate was Eugene Casserly, a native of Ireland, who armed with a
classical education in Greek and Latin had arrived from New York in August1850. He had
dabbled in journalism in New York and had studied the law with Doyle and his father. In
1875 the two dogged researchers finally filed suit for the archdiocese against the Mexican
government. They and the Church in California won the case. When Mexico dragged its feet,
in 1902 the case was retried in The Hague, the first action taken by the International Court.
Casserly married Teresa, John’s sister, in 1854. He served as U S Senator from 1869 to 1873
and was very active in proposing legislation and persuading his colleagues. In fact, that today
the Supreme Court has eight justices (and one chief) was his doing. Doyle was in on the
founding of the University of California and served as a regent. He had moved quickly into
real estate on the Peninsula. As early as 1856 he built a fine place in what would be Atherton,
off Toyon and Ridgewood. His colleague Joseph Donohoe built his place nearby on
Middlefield Road. Doyle entertained his friends there, including the young William
Tecumseh Sherman. He also set up a winery further south and named it Cupertino after a
Franciscan friar. As the area developed the settlers took the name of the winery for that of
their town.
The Tobin brothers, Richard and Robert from Tipperary, became wealthy with their law firm.
Then they put together the Hibernia Bank in 1859. One may suspect that the Irish were not
altogether welcome in the rather stuffy world of established finance. The Tobins and their
children married into the De Young and Oliver clans. They were close to the rough-and-
tumble Donahues. Peter, Michael and James Donahue emigrated from Ireland and showed up
right on schedule in 1849. They built a smithy at First and Mission, then a bit south a full
foundry: the Union Iron Works. Ships and locomotives were among their many heavy-duty
products. Then the very busy Peter started a gas company, later to become Pacific Gas &
Electric. He helped build the San Francisco & San Jose Railroad and later owned the San
Francisco & North Pacific, running to Santa Rosa from Donahue’s Landing near Petaluma.
He was a very wealthy fellow when he died. His son James Mervyn was also a builder and
socialite. Yes, there were more in this irish wave whom we must pass over, while pointing
out the many names they left on the streets and alleys of this otherwise spanish town.
All of these Irish pioneers, Oliver, Doyle, Donohoe and Donahue, Casserly, Martin, Parrott, 
who had made their fortunes turned their attention away from the City to the rural Peninsula
to build cottages and mansions. Real estate dealings became crucial. A very non-Irish
William Ralston, founder of the Bank of California and developer of the Fairmont Hotel, was
the model: in 1867 his palatial Italian villa in Belmont was completed. He rode back and
forth to his office in the City. 
Earlier the vast Rancho de las Pulgas had been divided up among the Irish magnates. The
land between San Francisquito and San Mateo Creeks on the east side of San Mateo County
had been granted to Jose Dario Arguello. Neither he nor his son Luis (who served as
Governor) lived on their land, but after Luis died in 1830 his widow Soledad took up
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residence. By 1859 she began selling off the 35 000 acres piece by piece. When it was gone
she moved to Santa Clara. From those pieces the Peninsula of today was born: Menlo Park,
Atherton, San Mateo, Redwood City and San Carlos.
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D J OLIVER
In January 1849, the South Carolina sailed from New York. The Pacific Mail ship arrived at
the Golden Gate on a chilly June day in 1849. It had taken six months to round the Horn and
to sail up the Pacific coast. With business on their young minds, three Irishmen were on
board: William White, John McGlynn and D J Oliver. It took nearly a week waiting on board
to sort out arrivals and clearances, and they gained footing on dry land only on 6th July.
The trio had sailed for San Francisco exactly one year after the news from Coloma leaked
out. Like them thousands streamed in and most continued on to the foothills with shovels and
tents. The clever few realized that the chances of grubbing riches out of the dirt were rather
less than those found in selling things to all the new people. The three Irish lads  were to open
a business that had done well enough in the East: Dennis & McGlynn had been on Third
Avenue in New York since 1847, when Oliver was 24 and McGlynn 23. Two years later
paint and supplies were what the building boom in the West was demanding—and
demanding them immediately. The three young fellows intended to satisfy that demand.
D J was a native of a hamlet near Galway, born there in 1823 to Bartholomew Oliver, a
merchant, and Catherine Mannion. At his baptism in St Nicholas, he was named Denis
James, although later he was also known as Dennis. His younger brother was John
Bartholomew and a third child was Sarah. When he was 17, D J was off to New York to face
the usual menial jobs left to the newly arrived Irish. Along the way he tried the sea but a ship-
wreck discouraged him from that profession. In seven years, after meeting John McGlynn, he
opened a shop. In short order he married John’s sister, Bridget, two years younger than D J.
In six months he was on his way to California and Bridget was pregnant back in New York. 
Later in 1849 probably, John Bartholomew arrived in San Francisco and joined his brother in
the business. After some set-backs D J Oliver became discouraged; he had already gone so
far as to book passage back to New York in late 1849 but as a confirmed 49er he thought
again and stayed put. The City was mostly wood and canvas, and at first the Oliver shop was
in a tent. Later it occupied a more substantial site. On 4 May 1851 a fire broke out among the
paints and oils; it spread to become what would be called one of the “great fires” of San
Francisco. The loss came to about $4 million. A couple of firebugs were arrested but no
charges were made. 
The addresses of the shops suggest the nature of doing business in this very elastic, growing
and struggling little city.
1849 at Montgomery & Sacramento (in a tent)
1850 Oliver & Del Vecchio: House, Sign and  Ornamental Painters, 
Sacramento nr Montgomery (burned out that year)
1850 Oliver & McGlynn: Painters, Pacific nr Battery
(burned out 1851, turned over to Daniel McGlynn)
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1851 New store at 132-134 Sansome
1852 New store at 122 Sacramento (later turned over to John B)
1853 Oliver & Buckley. Battery & Washington
1854 Oliver & Buckley, Battery & Halleck
1856 Oliver & Buckley: Importers and Dealers in Paints and Oils, 
86-88 Washington
1862 D J Oliver: Paints and Oils, 86-88 Washington
1863 D J Oliver, 316-318 Washington and 317-319 Oregon.
A son Peter was born back in New York only to die on 23 April while the father was still en
route to California. By December 1850 Bridget arrived in San Francisco on a Pacific Mail
ship accompanied by her 20-year-old brother Daniel. He too became involved in the paint
business.
Meanwhile history was turning over in the far west. On 9th of September, California, having
been lopped off from Mexico only four years earlier, was accepted as a state. And on 6th of
December, a week before Bridget’s landing, Joseph Sadoc Alemany arrived on board the
Columbus. He was the newly appointed bishop of Monterey, in charge of the vast diocese
created out of the new territory of the United States and a bit of Mexico, from the Oregon
border down to Cabo San Lucas and from the Pacific to the Colorado, ranging over all of
California (Alta and Baja), Nevada, Utah and some of Arizona. In short order, after he was
appointed the first Archbishop of San Francisco in 1853, the Spanish-American priest and the
Irish formed close bonds.
The paint business was moving along, fueled by the building of San Francisco but also by the
many places in Northern California being settled by the Americans, the French, the Chileans,
the Swedes and Germans. D J traveled widely selling paint, glass and linseed oil, both on the
spot and by delivery from San Francisco. He was becoming a man of some importance and
substance. Sadly, at the same time the family he wanted so badly eluded him and Bridget. In
1851, John Frank was born in San Francisco and then died after a year. Mary Cecilia arrived
in 1857 but died in nine months. Joseph Sadoc, for whom D J borrowed a name from the
Archbishop in 1860, survived only a year and a half. The sickly Anna Maria Josephine was
born in 1853, but died in Pisa, Italy in 1871. She had been a very quiet, pious youngster,
educated in an Italian convent-school. The surviving children included Catherine Sarah who
married Robert Tobin. She died at the age of 27 leaving three sons. Joseph Assumption, was
born 1862, studied widely and after finishing at UC became a physician; he seems never to
have practiced. He married and had seven children and died in 1933. A daughter Minnie
(probably Mary Agnes) was born in 1858. She was rather independent and a keen observer.
In November of 1876 Minnie and D J were in Santa Barbara due to her ill health— perhaps
mental, perhaps physical. Then she was off to Italy with him in 1879. Shortly after that she
died. Bridget’s last child was Celie, one who may have suffered from tuberculosis; she and
her father spent time in Lake County evidently seeking a cure. With her brother Joseph she
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went to Hawai’i on the Mariposa in Spring of 1884. A few months after her father’s sudden
death, Celie died in 1886 at the age 20. 
Such a loss of children was not due to primitive conditions; San Francisco was medically
progressive and well provided for. No, but some hint of the problem is left to us. The Olivers
had done so well that in 1865 they were able to leave on the Grand Tour of Europe and the
Near East, as we shall see. In Geneva Bridget coughed up blood. In fact, in 1870 on another
trip, she died in Marseilles—she was only 45. Tuberculosis was rampant in northern
California.
A curious relic is left of Mrs Oliver. In 1872  Alemany dedicated St Bridget’s chapel at
Ringwood and Middlefield in what would be Menlo Park. The name suggests D J’s
involvement. In 1877 the little wooden chapel was moved a few blocks to Oak Grove and
designated a parish, Nativity. The bell was donated (and probably cast) by Peter Donahue.
The present church was built in 1887.
The Olivers did seem devoted to travel as will be seen. In 1863 D J was nominated for the
state senate—he declined. In October, Mrs Bridget Oliver and four of her children headed for
New York where they visited Grandmother McGlynn, who was to baby-sit Joseph. The other
four boarded the Adriatic and went off to Ireland. Dennis caught up with them. The children
were left there in school and the parents set off across Europe with friends. This excursion
took thirteen months and included the Holy Land and Egypt. By January 1865, they were in
Rome. They sailed home on the Constitution in December. 
In 1869, during the Vatican Council, D J was again in Rome. He had a private audience with
Pope Pius ix and was invested as Count of the Holy Roman Empire. This considerable honor
was proof that he had been very generous and very close to Archbishop Alemany. For
example, during this trip he was contacted by the bishop for help in building Sacred Heart
College. He immediately cabled $5 000 to San Francisco. And there was the matter of the
great silver brick as we shall hear later. In Rome, his daughter, Mary Agnes, and son Joseph
received their first communion from the Holy Father. In 1872, the widower was off again to
Italy, Austria and England, while his children remained in Italian schools.
The business was doing very well. In 1869, D J held assets of $407 000. Evidently he had
slipped over into investment and dealings with the newly established Hibernia Bank, as well
as into real estate. He owned a few large sections of the City, which were increasing in value
day by day. Such wealth was useful because he was faced with problems: in 1876, his sister
Sarah, who had married John Healy, died. There were three surviving children: Annie (13),
Peter (12)  and Edward (11). Their father was not able to manage and they were taken in by
Oliver. 
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The household had always been an open affair. In 1860, the census reveals three families:
Dennis J (37), merchant
Bridget (34)
Anna (5) 
Mary A (1), probably Minnie
John B (35), painter
Hannah (26)
Bartholomew Patrick (5)
John B (1) 
Daniel McGlynn (30), trader. 
By 1880, the census uncovers more complications. At the residence on 6th Avenue near
Hugo:
Dennis J (57), capitalist, widower
Mary (19), daughter
Celia (14), daughter
Robert Tobin (21, lawyer), 
Katie Tobin (23), daughter
Joseph (1), 
Cyril (4 mos),
and Annie Healey (18), niece
Peter Healey (17), nephew
Edward Healey (15), nephew
and five staff.
Over the years quite a few houses were occupied by the clan. First, on Sacramento near
Kearny, then in a few years 178 Bush, later at 34 South Park, and by 1862 at 615 Stockton. In
1868 Dennis finally settled at the southeast corner of Pine and Mason.
Robert Tobin and his father-in-law toured England and Italy in 1881. Catherine Tobin died in
1882 at the age of 26, perhaps another victim of tuberculosis. She left the three children who
were added to a houseful of relatives and servants under their imposing grandfather. At the
age of 41 D J  was six-feet tall, with grey eyes and high forehead. Brown hair topped a long
face—and he sported a beard. Earlier, his partner William White described him:
A fine, handsome, gentlemanly young fellow...who by close attention to his
mercantile pursuits became wealthy, [and] retired from active business...
A feature of the Oliver family was a fondness for nicknames. D J himself was readily called
The Count. Anne and Catherine were consistently Annie and Kate. Mary Agnes was Minnie
and Cecilia Celie. There is no record of Mother Bridget being anything but Mom.
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The matter of real estate dealings needs attention. Oliver had been in the City only a few
years when he and his brother-in-law, Daniel C McGlynn, put up $1 700 to buy several
square miles of the Arguello’s Rancho de las Pulgas. This property ran along the north bank
of San Francisquito Creek and probably extended in the north up toward what is now
Atherton. They secured lumber from the mill of Dennis Martin, further up that creek. (In
1844, Martin, another Irishman, had been one of the few who crossed the Sierra to get to
California.) With these supplies, several wooden buildings were erected on the Oliver-
McGlynn land, probably to house workers who were needed to tend to the cattle. There is a
record that cows were being sold for good money by Oliver. In August 1854 the partners
erected a gate on El Camino Real (on the west side, where Middle Road is now) with the
inscription “Menlo Park”. The two men were from the village of Menlough, a few miles
north of Galway. Even today the main street of that Irish village is Menlo Park and its hotel
advertises the Oliver and McGlynn Restaurant. Their “ranch” on the Peninsula was on El
Camino Real, the main road from San Francisco to San Jose. When the railroad arrived in
1863, the depot borrowed the name on the gate located several blocks to the south. Thus,
Menlo Park, California.
Fairly early Oliver realized that Northern California had been and was going to be all about
land. His first move into real estate was only part of the flood out of San Francisco pointed
out earlier. In 1854, 260 acres on the north end of the Arguello grant was sold for $30 000. to
Captain Frederick Macondray, a Scot merchant in the City. Five years later the banker, John
Parrott, bought it and named it Baywood, today bounded by Polhemus Road and Parrott
Drive. His country mansion went up in 1868. 
Sometime around 1860, the lawyers John Doyle and his partner, Eugene Casserly, joined
with the New Yorker Henry Haight (later Governor) to buy a large piece of Doña Soledad
Arguello’s land. They began to put together what was to become the town of Menlo Park.
Doyle moved there in 1866. We may assume that Oliver had his hand in this deal. He
remained close to the two lawyers and he and Richard Tobin were pallbearers at Casserly’s
funeral in 1883.
With his considerable resources, Oliver continued to travel and to collect art. In his various
homes he was able to display paintings and statues. Even today, stylish marble busts of D J
and Bridget are on display at Saint Mary’s College. The family certainly inherited a great deal
of his artwork as later donations reveal. The generosity of Oliver to the local Church in San
Francisco extended to the larger Church, as a note by Jake Fletcher (a descendent of the
Olivers) points out.
Few gestures are more grand than donating a 350-pound brick of the world’s finest
silver. In 1870, Pope Pius ix received a brick of Grade-A pure silver that took eight
soldiers to lift and carry into the Vatican. The gift was bestowed upon Pope Pius ix by
Denis J Oliver of San Francisco, the brother of my 3x-great-grandfather John
Bartholomew Oliver, to show his adoration and devout faith to the Catholic Church.
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At the time, the brick of silver was valued at £1000 and was 98% pure silver.
The record-breaking piece of metal was “Presented by Denis J Oliver, his wife, and
children, as an oblation of Catholic affection to the Holy Father Pius ix”.
This stunning gift was not by any means a random act of kindness. Oliver’s present, along
with others, came at a time when the Pope and the papal authority were in a state of crisis.
According to the article, these presents were received with “the intention of…assisting him to
meet the extraordinary circumstances to which it has given rise, or of sustaining him against
his enemies, the enemies of order and religion.” 
What enemies of order and religion? Rome was taken by Garibaldi and the Savoys in 1870.
They raided the papal properties and among other valuables seized the silver brick. Oliver
then bought it back from the robbers for $6 000. Having been stripped of the Papal States,
Pope Pius ix died in 1878 and was succeeded by Leo xiii, who styled himself the “Prisoner in
the Vatican”—Rome and the Papal States were only a memory.
In 1882, D J was once again in Italy. It was then that the new pope advanced his rank in the
Order of the Holy Roman Empire from Count to Marquis. Nonetheless, the family and
friends had styled him “The Count” over the years and continued to do so. By 1881, he had
been named Knight Grand Cross of the Order of Saint Gregory. 
Now he was nearing 60. Just then in 1885, Joseph Alemany was allowed to retire from his
post in San Francisco after spending 35 years establishing the Church in California. Nevada
and Utah. Hospitals, colleges, parishes and a flourishing clergy were his astonishing legacy.
Joseph Donohoe and Oliver organized a grand farewell party; John Doyle laid out another
party a few days later. On the 23rd of May, D J and Donohoe pulled up in front of the
cathedral on California Street. They took Alemany and his insignificant luggage to the
Oakland ferry. Donohoe accompanied the bishop on the trip to New York. Alemany traveled
on to Valencia to serve again as a simple Dominican priest, Brother Sadoc. He died there in
1888.
The Saint Patrick parade has always been a major event in what was to become an all-too-
Irish San Francisco. On 17th March in 1886, Oliver presided, dignified and reserved as the
Grand Marshal. It was his last hurrah. Very early on 18th April he set out from his house at
Mason & Pine to hike a couple of blocks to the cathedral for Friday Mass. On the way, he
collapsed, then while returning home on the California cable became violently ill. His three
doctors noted his problem as cholera morbus, and he recovered a bit. But on Monday, he died
just before midnight. On 14th May, a fine funeral was celebrated by the new Archbishop,
William Riordan, at the cathedral. Among the many pallbearers were Joseph A Donohoe,
Washington Bartlett, former alcade, and Chief Justice Robert F Morrison. The mourners
packed the church and many were left standing out on California Street. One published
obituary was short:
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The late D J Oliver, who died in San Francisco last Sunday, was a 49-er and in early
days was the original proprietor of Menlo Park. The deceased was one of the most




In 1851, John Bartholomew, the younger brother of D J, followed him to San Francisco. His
wife, Hannah (Honora?) Heffernan was from Limerick. In California he became a painter,
working in the Oliver business with his brother. On 11 Dec 1854 at 122 Sacramento, a son
was born and named Bartholomew Patrick. In turn came Kate in 1857, Annie 1858, John
Bartholomew ii in 1859, Edward 1861 and Dennis in 1862. The census of 1860 locates the
family:
John B Oliver, 35 years old, male, painter, born in Ireland
Hannah , 26 years old, female, some sort of maker, born in Ireland
Bartholomew, 5 years old, male, born in California
John B, 1 year old, born in California
Daniel C McGlynn, 30, male, trader, born in New York
His brother Dennis was living next door. But then Hannah died in 1863 and John married
Catherine Dolan, 13 years younger than her husband. Another round of children was the
result: Andrew in 1865, Mary the next year (she died at the age of two), Anna 1869,
Catherine 1871 and twin girls in 1874.  In August 1870 the census records the changes:
John B (42, paint dealer), 
Catherine ? (housekeeper), 
Bartholomew (15, in school), 
John (11, in school), 
Edward J (8, in school), diploma from Saint Mary’s, 1879
Dennis (7, in school), 
Andrew (5) and 
Anna (1).
This prolific fellow himself died on 22 April 1875 in San Francisco. It is his oldest child that
we shall consider as he becomes associated with Saint Mary’s College.
On 3 August 1862, a fleet of carriages arrived at a spot on Mission Road on the northern bank
of Islais Creek. The Archbishop, his clergy and some wealthy backers then broke ground for
Saint Mary’s College. It was to open the following September. A nine-year old watched the
affair with amazement. Little Bartholomew Patrick Oliver began to form his close ties to the
Church and the College.
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KATE OLIVER
Given an unusual knack for nicknames, “Bartley” and “Bart” were easily attached to
Bartholomew Patrick by his friends and family. He however usually signed himself  “B P
Oliver”. In 1873 he graduated with a degree from Saint Mary’s College, Mission Road. His
was the first class to receive bachelor degrees from the newly chartered school. He seems to
have taught at the College for a short time after graduating. But, admiring the successes of his
uncle, he quickly learned business at the Count’s knee. He met not only all the right people
but he picked up two of his uncle’s hobbies: travel and art. Not surprisingly, B P soon went
straight into real estate and not paint and glass. 
In 1874 the young man visited the Connor home in Redwood City where the starry-eyed
eleven-year-old Kate fell in love with him. In 1931 she recalled that day:
I remember sitting out in the garden with him and my little baby brother Hilary and
answering his questions, at the same time eating him up with my eyes and thinking he
was the handsomest young man I had ever seen. I still think he is best-looking old
gentleman I can behold—little dreaming fifty-four years ago he was to be my
husband.
The young lady went on to Notre Dame in San Jose in 1878, but she had made a decision to
marry B P. Already he was working in his uncle’s office at 326 Pine. In 1882 they “plighted
their troth on Christmas Eve” and married at ten in the morning of 16 Jan 1884 in the little
church in Redwood City. The aged Archbishop officiated without being asked. Quite a grand
gathering of the family appeared. The groom’s brother, Edward (23) and his cousin, Joseph
(22) were the ushers. The Count (61) appeared with his daughter Celie (they both died in
1886). The stepmother (45) joined Annie Healy (21). Annie (27) and Kate (26), his sisters,
were there with his half-brother, Andrew (19), and his brother, Dennis (22). This is the list
left by Kate Connor in her memoir; we may only guess at the famous Irish from the City
crowding the pews. Following the ceremony the couple went to Santa Cruz and then Del
Monte for a seaside honeymoon. They joined Mervyn Donahue and Belle Wallace who had
been married at the cathedral on the same day by the hard-traveling Archbishop.
Perhaps a bit about Catherine Connor, known invariably as Kate. Her father, Patrick Edward
O’Connor, was born on Saint Patrick’s Day, 1820, in County Kerry. After emigrating to New
York, he joined the army and slyly dropped the “O”. He served in the Seminole and Mexican
Wars and was discharged in 1844, then joined the Texas Volunteers. After arriving overland
at San Francisco in January 1850, he helped to hunt down Joaquin Murietta in 1853 on orders
from Governor Bigler. He married local girl, Johanna, in 1854. Then he served a bit in the
Civil War supervising the Utah Territory with the California Volunteers; he founded Fort
Douglas at Salt Lake; he was in charge at the Bear River Massacre of 1863. Mustered out as
General, Connor retired to California for a bit. He died in Salt Lake City in 1891.
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His children: Thomas Jefferson, 1856-1859
Edward Maurice, 1858-1859
Maurice Joseph, born 1861 in San Joaquin, California
Katherine Frances (Kate), 1863-1933, born in Salt Lake City
Patrick Edward, Jr (Ned), 1866-1916, born in Salt Lake City
Eugene Titus (Gene), born 1869 in San Francisco
Hilary Grant, born 1873 in Redwood City.
Son Patrick followed his father into the service and became a general. He was buried at Fort
Douglas in 1916.
 
Yet again connecting the Irish to San Francisco, we find that Kate’s maternal grandparents
once lived on Telegraph Hill. She and her mother did visit them there. In 1888 the elder Mrs
Connor took a jaunt to St Helena with a friend. She fell quite ill; B P in San Francisco was
wired and he rushed north. He went directly to the estate of Tiburcio Parrott (the illegitimate
son of John Parrott, we might add) to borrow conveyance for his mother-in-law. The group
returned home by wagon (she in a lounge-chair), train and ferry and finally by taxi. The lady
did die the next year.
On 11th August 1889, Archbishop Riordan dedicated the new campus of Saint Mary’s
College, on Broadway at the foot of Piedmont in Oakland. There were gathered fifteen-
thousand well-wishers. Among them was the 35-year old Bartley Oliver. He had become
deeply involved in his alma mater; by 1891 he was appointed the first president of the
Alumni Association, just then organized by Br Benezet Thomas. By this time, Oliver &
Company had become a fixture at 100 Montgomery Street. The family was settled in a grand
mansion on the corner at Golden Gate and Broderick, No 1800.
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THE FAMILY ON THE ROAD
The education of the eight Oliver children played a part in family decisions. The girls were
sent to the best convent schools, first on the Peninsula and then in New York. During the
many trips to Europe, they were educated in Rome and in Paris, for months at a time. An
extraordinary bit of training in the dance was afforded the girls by the young Isadora Duncan,
a San Franciscan who later got into debt and, led by ambition, headed east to fame.
To provide some notion of what traveling meant to the Olivers a long look at Trip No 1 is
required. By 1902 the hard-working  B P had been feeling unwell and the doctor
recommended getting away from it all. The children were taken care of: the five older
daughters were at convent school, young Adelaide, Bartley and John stayed at home with
Grandma, Katie and Annie Oliver. In March, Kate left for Salt Lake City with B P to visit her
brothers. They went on to Boston and next New York. There they had dinner with
Archbishop Riordan (of San Francisco). On 16 April the pair boarded the Palatia and landed
at Naples two weeks later. Then north to Rome and a semi-private audience with the aged
Leo xiii; at this meeting, B P was deeply moved and wept, much to Kate’s surprise.
Off to Orvieto and Florence, and on 5th of June to Pisa, then Genoa, Cannes, Nice and 
Monaco, where the Grand Casino did not please Kate at all. She did spend a great deal of
time shopping, picking up gifts for family and friends: jewelry, linen, porcelain. Back the two
went to Milan and then north to the lake country around Como. South to Venice on the 23rd
and a week later up to the Swiss Alps and Austria, stopping at Innsbruck, Zurich and 
Munich. They did enjoy visiting castles and palaces: so a jump over to Vienna and more
palaces. Back to Karlsbad for the long cure, and onward to Prague, Dresden, Berlin,
Nuremberg, Heidelberg and Mayence. A trip up the Rhine brought them to the fine cathedral
at Cologne. Then off  to Dusseldorf, Amsterdam and The Hague. There they met Archbishop
Riordan again; he was at the International Court for a final settlement of the Pious Fund case.
This time the Mexican government was ordered to repay $1.4 million to the Church in San
Francisco.
The remarkably exhausting journey was nowhere near an end for the Olivers. They continued
down to Brussels, then Antwerp and, of course, Paris for some days. An unpleasant crossing
of the Channel carried the pair to London. It was now November and Ireland beckoned:
Liverpool across to Dublin, then  Galway, the ancestral home of the Olivers, Cork and
Killarney, the birthplace of B P’s mother.
An Irish friend treated them to a full-out fox-hunt with all the trimmings, although they
remained in their carriage, not on horseback. Returning to England finally they boarded the
White Star Oceanic on 3 December. At New York they were received by friends. On the 19th
they headed across country to Richmond on the Santa Fe. They were met at the ferry by the
family: Nora, Jean, Jack, Kittie and Helen from school, Adelaide, Bartley and John with
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Grandma. A quick calculation shows this Grand Tour took nine months—and who can
imagine the total cost?
By 1905, it was time for the whole family to take Trip No 2. The children had grown up a bit:
Nora was the oldest at 19, Kittie was just 18, Jean 17, Helen and Jack teenagers, Adelaide
was nine, Bartley 8 and John 7. On 4 October all ten boarded the train for Odgen and made a
stop to visit Kate’s brother. A layover in Washington was required for the children to see the
sights. One sight was the White House where they met President Roosevelt, who upon seeing
all eight children in a row exclaimed: “Bully! Three cheers for the Oliver Family!”. During a
few days in New York reporters and photographers followed them around. On the 17th they
embarked on the Slavonia for Naples, whence father went alone to Trieste and the family to
Amalfi. They got back together at Sorrento and ended in Rome to settle in. The children were
enrolled in local private schools. On 14 December, they toured the Vatican and saw Pope
Pius x. After a grand Roman Christmas was celebrated, Kate and Bart sailed to Egypt, to see
Alexandria, Cairo (Bart managed to climb Cheops), and Aswan after a Nile cruise. Along the
way they met James Flood and his wife from San Francisco. They came back through
Messina, Taormina (already a colony of wealthy Britishers), Palermo and Syracuse. Kate
returned to Naples while B P visited Tunisia and Malta. These curious side-trips may have
been due to business or simply to curiosity. Mother took the children from Rome to Nice
where Dad caught up with them. Easter was observed back in Rome as plans were made for
B P, Nora and Jack to see the Olympics in Athens while Kate and the rest were to visit 
Florence. Bad weather and a massive eruption of Vesuvius on 7 April delayed all of this.
By now it was the middle of April and the Olivers received by wire the news that San
Francisco had been destroyed by an earthquake and a fire. Californians in Italy were terrified
and emergency bookings were made. The Olivers managed to leave Naples on the Princess
Irene. At New York sympathetic friends met them at the dock. When their train arrived in the
dazed and devastated Bay Area, friends and family were there and put them up. It was some
weeks before they could return to their own home. And then Bartholomew P Oliver was
handed a very unpleasant job.
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GRAFT & CORRUPTION
Abraham Rueff was born a San Franciscan into a Jewish-French family in 1864. A brilliant
student, he studied at UC, then Hastings and passed the bar when he was 21. By 1901, now
Ruef,  he had founded the Union Labor Party after a series of fruitless strikes by unhappy
workers in the City. He courted them, gaining power and influence. After Joseph A Tobin
failed to become mayor in 1901, Ruef jumped in. In 1902 he set up his puppet Handsome
Gene (Eugene Edward Schmitz) of the musicians’ union to serve as mayor. Schmitz became
popular enough and was reelected in 1905. Gradually the ULP took over the Board of
Supervisors and in return for cash began handing out favors for city contracts and easing of
rules. The bribes came to Ruef, who took a cut and passed the rest on to Schmitz and
Supervisor James Gallagher, who in turn distributed it to his cronies on the Board. 
In January of 1906 Ruef made a mistake when he appointed William H Langdon as District
Attorney. Langdon started to sort out the influence-peddling and the rampant crime he found
everywhere. One of the more scandalous deals was worked by Ruef for the French Restaurant
Association. These stylish places served family dinners on the ground floor, while upstairs
more was available after an entrance fee was paid discreetly. Likewise, the infant PG&E, the
telegraph company and the street railways were passing out bribes and dodgy retainers to
profit from the building of the expanding City. A political office-holder could become quite
wealthy.
Everything came to a halt in April with the earthquake. As we have seen, the Oliver Family
was on one of its Grand Tours, staying in Rome. Back in San Francisco, on the 18th,  Schmitz
called the Committee of Fifty, a collection of all the town’s notables, to work through the
mess. Included were Archbishop George T Montgomery, Rudolph Spreckels, James Phelan,
the Tobins and Francis J Heney (later to prosecute Schmitz). The on-going fire on the 19th
forced the meetings to move several times. Ruef showed up and chaired the committee
dealing with the Chinese citizens.
Meanwhile Freemont Older, the editor of the Bulletin, had begun a campaign against
corruption in the City’s government. As a result, he and the paper were attacked. Even his
newsboys were unionized and then went on strike. The police and the Sheriff scarcely
noticed: they were busy elsewhere ignoring brothels and benefitting from a bloated pay-scale,
with the top dollar going to the Chief. In June Spreckels and Phelan, very wealthy property
owners, joined Older to start a clean-up, not of the shambles left by the earthquake and fire,
but rather the trail of corruption leading back to Abe Ruef and—we need hardly add— the
unions. As prosecutors they hired Francis J Heney to serve as Assistant District Attorney; he
was later joined by W J Burns, sent from his post with the Secret Service by President
Roosevelt. Heney and his wife became close friends of the Olivers. At the end Heney took no
salary for his work on the Ruef case.
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The 18-member Grand Jury was called on 7 November. On the tenth, Langdon went to the
incorruptible B P Oliver, safely at home by now, to ask him to serve as the chairman. After
some prodding, he agreed: indictments began to appear.
The Call, November 1906, published a rather florid article by George A Van Smith:
The Oliver Grand Jury, charged
with the great task of purging San
Francisco of its unspeakable
municipal rottenness and graft,
and avenging the city’s fair name,
if it partake largely of the
apparent characteristics of its
foreman, will be fair, honest,
conservative and demonstrative. If
Bartholomew Patrick Oliver,
foreman of the Grand Jury that is
predestined to link his name with
the history of San Francisco, is
able to impress himself on that
body, its deliberations will be free
of hysteria. Its work should be
satisfactory.
To the Oliver Grand Jury is
committed a work of vital
importance to San Francisco and
her every citizen. The manner of
the performance of that work will
determine whether the name of
Grand Jury will be written
famously or infamously in the annals of the city and of the State. The eyes of the
nation are upon that Grand Jury. The interests of every citizen of San Francisco, every
schoolboy and schoolgirl, every visitor within the hospitable gates of San Francisco,
are bound up in it. The hopes of every clean man, the fears of every crook, grafter and
municipal highwayman center in the Oliver Grand Jury and its work. The selection of
a State administration [....] [Oliver was caught in] the Old World by the April
disaster. 
He escaped service on the last Grand Jury because he had completed his arrangements
for the European trip when the body was summoned. He then promised Judge Lawler
that on his return he would do Grand Jury service should it be required of him. That
the fulfillment of that promise is required at an inopportune time is one of the to be
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expected unpleasant things of life, not a circumstance that will cause him to slight the
work that is plainly distasteful.
WILL NOT HEED RUMORS
Oliver would much prefer that Grand Jury investigation be conducted without any
participation by him. I would quite as lief the ills of a city would run themselves out,
as do some of the diseases of childhood, but since that is not to be, he will do the
unpleasant work as best he may. He disclaims, quite unnecessarily, any intent to listen
to rumors or unsupported assertions; and on this point and [his] deprecation of the
unwelcome publicity attaching to his Grand Jury service, Oliver, in the interview
given The Call, was emphatic.
“If,” he said, “the newspapers or an individual will come to me with the facts, a quick
ear will be given, but they must be facts and they must have the substantiation of
proof. I will be only too glad to receive such facts—but I do not want hot air shot at
me. I want facts and I will protect to the best of my power and ability any one who
brings me the facts. It is my duty and, regardless of what good men or bad men may
say of me, I shall do my duty as I understand it.” Then again the conservatism of the
business man came to the surface: “If,” said Oliver, in conclusion, “there are crimes
being committed, they should be stopped and the criminals punished.”
The public may rest secure in a belief that Foreman Oliver means to give it his best
endeavor; the men to be investigated have no radical enthusiasm to fear, Oliver
should be a satisfactory head for the Grand Jury that holds the fate of San Francisco in
its hands.
On 6 December Ruef and Schmitz were in court charged with graft and corruption. In
February of the next year Ruef pled not guilty. But, having been granted immunity, the
Supervisors one after another admitted to taking bribes from Ruef to deal with various
projects, including the street-railway. At once the Oliver Grand Jury handed down 65
indictments against him. Yet more came down in March. 
The courtroom became a bit of a circus. Pushed by Ruef, the Supervisors, bosses in the
threatened operations and several newspapers enthusiastically attacked the prosecution. There
were hard feelings on both sides. Prosecutor Heney tossed a juror because he was an ex-
convict, probably planted by Ruef. The fellow later returned to the courtroom and shot Heney
point-blank in the head. Incredibly he survived; the assassin was thrown in jail where in no
time he was found dead. Suspicions abounded. Added to the mess, the Sheriff, famous for
looking the other way and himself possibly liable for corruption, fell into the bay and
conveniently drowned. At some point, San Francisco attorney and future governor, Hiram
Johnson, was called in to prosecute the accused.
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Faced with all of this Abe Ruef was forced to plead guilty by 15 May 1907: the next day he
laid blame on Schmitz. That led the removal of the mayor from office on 13 June. At the
same time Schmitz was convicted of extortion and given a five-year sentence to San Quentin.
However he remained in jail in San Francisco and never saw the prison. He had supporters
and the Court of Appeals reversed his conviction in January 1908, probably on a technicality.
The California Supreme Court upheld that decision. Schmitz was free.
The court found Ruef guilty on 10 December and he got a 14-year sentence to San Quentin
—and off he went. The Oliver Grand Jury was dismissed at the same time. Surprisingly, in
1912, Schmitz was again in court, accused of bribery. Ruef, in prison, did not appear to
testify and Supervisor Gallagher neatly disappeared. Thus, with no witnesses, Schmitz was
acquitted. Remaining popular enough, he was elected to serve as supervisor, 1921-1925.
Just then, seeing that Schmitz was off the hook, no supervisors were in jail and the many
officers of various corporations with shady civic connections were left untouched, Freemont
Older looked into the matter and concluded that Ruef was the one sacrificed because of anti-
semitic sentiment in San Francisco. It took a while but on 23 April 1915 after only a few
years Ruef was released from prison. Bankrupt he died in the City 29 February 1936. 
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BACK ON THE ROAD
In 1909, the call of the open road was heard yet again at the Oliver house. In spring, Kate
took the four older girls to Paris, put two into school there and visited Belgium with Nora and
Kittie. Two months later, Dad appeared and, with mother and two daughters, went to Spain.
In Barcelona, having visited churches, chapels, museums and tea-shoppes, they decided a
bull-fight was next and courageously took seats at the corrida. The ladies managed to get
through three fights complete with raging bulls, swords and blood, but Dad quietly left after
only one and retired to their hotel. They went on to Madrid, Toledo, Granada, Cordova,
Seville and Saragossa. Somehow, on the way back to Paris they managed to visit San
Sebastian.
Hilary Connor, now 36, Kate’s younger brother, had joined the tour and encouraged them to
buy a motor-car. They had seen very few in Europe back in 1906 and a few more in 1909.
But having the freedom of rolling along in a vehicle swayed the decision. Hilary and Dad
were off to London where they bought an eight-seat Daimler. Back they came to Paris in this
grand machine. The girls immediately christened it “Catherine”. Hilary (always “Hilly”)
seems to have served as driver most of the time as they motored to Germany, managing well
enough in spite of a number of flats (there were no macadam highways, only unpaved roads
which could be rough at times). Through the Rhineland, then Würzburg and Nuremberg with
some devoted shopping along the way. In August they drove into Bayreuth during the music-
drama season. Scarcely any room was available and only dedication and luck brought them
seven tickets to Lohengrin, conducted by Siegfried Wagner. Their destination was, once
again, Karlsbad for the long cure. Rather then face three weeks of steam and mineral water,
the younger set used the car to visit Dresden and Berlin. Then, with Hilary at the wheel,
“Catherine” reached Regensburg, Munich, for some more opera and again to see Ludwig’s
castles. The tour of Switzerland included Zurich, Lucerne and Interlaken (for a ride up the
Jungfrau) in September; then Bern and Innsbruck. All along the way, Kate was charmed by
the houses and architecture in general seen in the Swiss countryside, and she was to recall all
of it. Roaring south, they came to Venice and, after storing the Daimler, they spent 8 days
among the canals. Verona, Milan and Turin were not to be missed.  Geneva required a longer
stay—they loved the city and the surrounds. By 18th October, the family was back in Paris.
At the end of October, the Daimler was driven to London, crated up and shipped to San
Francisco. The family found the british metropolis dingy after the charming towns in
Germany and France, however being able to speak English again balanced the sheet. A ride
on the Tube was a novelty. No end of shopping was supplemented by a fair number of stage-
plays plus the museums. They got as far as the beach at Brighton for lunch at the Metropole.
Extraordinarily, as exhaustion might have overtaken them, it was to the North they went:
cathedrals and castles on the way to Edinburgh. It was now November and very cold as they
tried to appreciate Robert Burns’ country—so they retreated to London and central heating.
More theatre, Madame Tussaud and the houses of Parliament. Thanksgiving on the 27th was
observed quite handsomely. Finally, after months of traveling and hotels, they all reached
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Liverpool and boarded the Lusitania for New York (in 1915, the ship went to the bottom with
1200 folks). Once settled at the Astor in New York it was another round of tours, museums
and grand dinners. Nonetheless, on 8th December, it was time to board the train for Oakland.
These extensive accounts of the European Tours arranged by B P Oliver are laid out to make
his wealth and his interests clear. He and his family had a good look at the best paintings,
statuary and buildings to be seen, as well as long stretches of wonderful scenery. Nothing but
the finest hotels and restaurants would do. The extravagance of buying “Catherine” is only
one aspect of these very genuine Grand Tours. Imagine how the children soaked up all of it.
We need hardly point out the time spent by Nora, Jean, Kittie and mother Kate at the counter
in the best shops. In particular, Kate’s love of the Swiss homes at Interlaken and Lucerne was
to have an outlet, as we learn in an excerpt from her Diary:
Our home (with a number of Swiss accents) was named “The Folly” from a
conversation we had at dinner in our city home while our [summer] home was
building in Los Altos in the Spring of 1912. We were discussing the contemplated
Parliament of Ireland. My husband remarked, “If it were not for that folly we are
building in Los Altos, I would take you all over to see the first Parliament of Ireland.”
My exclamation was, “That is what we will call our new home, ‘The Folly’ and at
times it was called “Dad’s Folly”.
We enjoyed our country home for ten summers and such happy summers we had,
notwithstanding the overwhelming cares of such a large household. We moved there
on May 24th, 1912, [after] living for twenty-three years in No. 1800 Golden Gate
Avenue where five of our children were born and Jack was married while we were
there. Three of our girls were married while living in “The Folly”. Kittie and Paul Fay
were married at the Mountain View Church by Father Foot on June 5th, 1912. The
reception and breakfast were held at “The Folly”. Jean was married to E. A. Freeman
on August 25th, 1917 by Father Gleason, who also married Nora to Charles Be Brown
a month later September 27. The breakfasts of the three weddings were served on the
covered veranda, while we enjoyed music in the patio. Jean’s wedding was a military
wedding. She cut her wedding cake with her grandfather’s, the general’s [General
Edward Patrick Connor], sword. She was married on the landing of the stairs in the
main hall. Nora was married in the living room.
Our household was a happy one there until the fifth of September 1922, when we
received the crushing blow of Helen’s death in Tientsin, China. “The Folly’s” name
was a misnomer after then and joy had fled. The only consolation we could derive
from our sorrow was to offer the house in memory of Helen to the Sisters of Charity
for a summer home for their four hundred orphans in San Francisco. The Sisters
changed the name “Folly” to Mount Helen (26000 Altamont Road). We have had the
comfort to know that much happiness has come to these children and the Sisters. Two
days in the year, Helen’s birthday on July 5th, and the anniversary of her going,
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September 5th, as many of the family as can go to Mount Helen for Mass and
Communion on those two days. We have breakfast there, after. We repeated this
ceremony on July 5th, 1929, Helen’s thirty-eighth birthday, three days ago.
Our living room, measuring 34’ by 44’ is now the chapel and in that room I feel as I
kneel there before that little white communion rail, before the little white altar which
obscures our old mantel where many a cozy evening has been spent before its blazing
fireplace, that only a few steps would launch us in Heaven with Helen. On the altar is
stretched the lace that Helen loved so much and which trimmed her white satin
wedding dress. Part of the satin of her dress adorns the altar. The Stations of the Cross
are placed on the walls around the room, interspersed between the wood carved
chandeliers that I designed and love so. The mulberry velour drapes of the living
room now hang as the curtain for the confessional, the prie dieux are upholstered in it,
and one is a drape for the pianos. A very fine oil painting, “The Descent of Christ”,
hangs on the chapel wall, a wedding gift to us from the Count [Dennis James Oliver],
Dad’s uncle. Profuse decorations of flowers from the garden and the songs of the
birds outside, mingling with the hymns of the orphans, lifts my heart above as no
other spot can do.
The summer house was set on the 53 acres bought by Oliver in 1900. When it was torn down
in 1967 it had been in use for 55 years, by the family and then by the Sisters.
Back in August 1914, a pistol-shot started the Great War and in a few days the saintly Pope
Pius x died, perhaps of a broken heart. In California, the heavily-traveled children did well
for themselves as the Diary mentioned. In 1917, Kittie married Paul Fay, Jean married Edgar
(Pete) Freeman, a broker in the City. Then Nora married Charles Brown, an executive with
Standard Oil in China. In 1918, Adelaide married Mervyn O’Neill, who later took over
Oliver & Company on Montgomery. During the war Bartley became a corporal in the army
and Baby John was off to the Navy. 
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CHINA AND THE OLIVERS
The tragedy of September 1922 has been mentioned. It involved yet more travel. Nora had
married Charles Brown and the couple moved to Chefoo, where “Brownie” worked for
Standard Oil, That ubiquitous operation had been making enormous profits selling kerosene
(to light the lamps of China, we may presume). In March of 1919, B P, Kate and daughter
Helen left San Francisco on the Ecuador, sailing west for a change. Pacific Mail had opened
the San Francisco-Yokohama-Shanghai route in 1867. It was very successful and later was
bought out by Dollar Lines which in turn became American President Lines.
A pleasant lay-over in Honolulu was followed by the long run across the Pacific, arriving at
Yokohama on the 30th. There were side-trips to Kobe and Kyoto. On May Day, they
disembarked at Shanghai. After a quick tour of the town, Kate judged it  “dirty”. At Chefoo
(Yantai today) up the coast to the north, Nora and Brownie met them and provided the full-
tourist experience. Continuing along the Yellow Sea to Tientsin (Tianjin today), the Olivers
met with Alfred Cornish, manager of Standard Oil for northern China and labeled “No 1" by
Kate. Another grand tour with a great deal of local delicacies led to a dusty trek up to Peking,
the impressive imperial city. More shipboard adventures accompanied the return to Shanghai.
On board the Columbia, they quietly headed for San Francisco on 25th of May and after
several stops they were home on 18th June.
Helen was taken by China and, more emphatically, by Alfred Cornish. He had sailed down to
Chefoo to meet with the Olivers on 8th May 1919 and clearly to court Helen. He went so far
as to call Mr Oliver “Dad”. Even more, Cornish accompanied Helen and her parents back to
Yokohama. The young couple married later that year and lived in Tientsin. 
By 1 February 1922, Kate and B P were bitten by the travel-bug once again. They moved
from 2850 Washington out to the Folly in Los Altos. On the 7th they embarked on the Empire
State, which was carrying quite a few employees of Standard Oil. At once Dad began to grow
a beard which soon became a Van Dyke; but it did not last. He did continue being on many
occasions the life-of-the-party and could manage a few bits of legerdemain. They went
through Honolulu once more where they met Dan and Lizzie Buckley. Dan had been a close
friend of B P’s cousin, Joe Oliver; his father was probably John P Buckley who partnered
with Dennis Oliver in the 1850s. Once more the travelers went through Yokohama and
managed to visit Tokyo. Finally, on the 28th, they were met at Shanghai by the Browns, who
had moved there from Chefoo. There seemed to be some fascination for the great Yangtze.
As an appetizer, they took a steamer up to Nanking (now Nanjing), then went on to Tientsin
by train, to stay with Helen and Al Cornish for 3 weeks. A full-scale booking on the river
brought on a series of adventures. After fighting the rapids the boat did manage to reach
Chungking (Chongqing). Weather and a difficult river deflated any plans to go on to Tibet.
After returning to Shanghai, on 5th of May the Olivers boarded the Golden State, waved
good-bye to Nora and Helen, and headed home. Four months later, both Helen and baby
Albert died on 5th September. She was thirty-one. 
Olivers 30
AND YET MORE TRAVEL
Meanwhile Saint Mary’s College moved from congested downtown Oakland to very rural
Moraga. Ground-breaking was on 15 May 1927, attended by 5 000 people arriving on four
special trains. Among them was B P Oliver. Archbishop Hanna dedicated the new buildings
on 5th August 1928 in time for the fall term. Oliver did donate a number of his paintings for
what was to become Oliver Hall, as well as the marble busts of The Count and his wife. He
also left an endowment to award a cash prize for the winner of the annual Oliver Essay
Contest. It lasted well into the 1960s.
In the spring of 1928, the family had grown restless again. They were living at 2875 Pacific.
A trip to Havana was being arranged when Dad took a spill and broke his hip—he was 74.
On 26th January, after six months delay, the youngest daughter, Adelaide, and her husband,
Mervyn O’Neill, joined the parents for the trip. They reached Panama City after nine days,
and then went through the Canal. In 1912, an earlier trip with the San Francisco Chamber of
Commerce allowed Kate and B P to have a good look at the amazing construction. John
Parrott, the friend of the Count, had a part in encouraging and financing the Canal. On this
second visit sixteen years later, the travelers enjoyed the finished product. They sailed into
Havana on 8th February and Kate declared it “beautiful”: flowers, homes and particularly the
young women. The four, with Dad and his two canes, went the usual round of fancy dinners,
museums, betting at the track and visiting the Casino, judged by Kate to have an “unpleasant
moral atmosphere”. Extensive shopping need hardly be mentioned: among so much else,
Mervyn and Kate bought seven Panama hats as gifts. After 5 days of cuban activity during
the “season”, they took off for New Orleans where they caught the SP for Oakland.
The very next year more elaborate plans and bookings were made for what was to be the
“Caravan”. The Army planned to hold a grand ceremony at the grave of General Connor at
Fort Douglas in Utah. He was revered for setting up mining, shipping and building a railroad
in his adopted state. His first lake-steamer and his first locomotive were both named “Kate
Connor”. From the army, a few veterans who served under him remained. The family wanted
to attend to honor the old man’s memory. They left the Bay Area to meet at the Hotel Senator
in Sacramento. This was appropriate because during his time in California before the Civil
War, after 1861, Connor was awarded the contract to lay the foundations of the new capitol,
being built by Governor John Downey. But his army assignment cut that off. 
In the morning, the Caravan took the road from Sacramento for Utah. The Fays were in the
Buick, then the Merles in an Essex with Kate following in the LaSalle. After Reno and Ely,
they reached Salt Lake City. The next day, the train arrived bringing Dad, several of the
husbands and fathers as well as John Oliver and his wife. Twenty-three members of the
family were at Fort Douglas on the morning of 30th May. Speeches, a big lunch, a 13-gun
salute, the National Anthem, all at the rebuilt grave of the General. In the afternoon the party
was on the parade-ground for a 21-gun salute. Who were there?
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Bartholomew Patrick, Sr
Catherine Connor, his wife
Mervyn O’Neill
Adelaide Oliver, his wife
Leo Merle








Loretta (Lorie), his wife
Paul Fay




As well as several Connors.
After the festivities, half of them took the train back to the City, while the Caravan went
south. They toured Bryce, Zion and the Grand Canyon, and then Las Vegas. Bad roads and
blown tires plagued them in the mountains and in the Mojave, but they got to Santa Maria Inn
on the coast in decent shape. They were home the next day.
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THE CORPORAL WORKS OF MERCY
A long account is needed here. Oliver, while charming and even lively, was never
anything less than self-effacing. He did not flaunt his success and wealth. His work
for his City and for his College was thorough but unheralded. The following extract
from his wife’s Diary portrays him as something of a saintly figure.
Edited from the final chapter of the Diary 
of Catherine Frances Oliver (née Connor), 1866-1933. 
All men should have a fad or fancy, there are many. This good man of ours [B P Oliver] has
two, his books and his Corporal Works of Mercy which are: 
To feed the hungry; 
to give drink to the thirsty, 
to clothe the naked; 
to harbor the harborless; 
to visit the sick; 
to visit the captive and
to bury the dead. 
In his silent way he has lived up to all these with the exception of visiting the captive, which
he would gladly do if he had the occasion to do so, and to bury the dead. His synonym should
be Mr. Corporal instead of Mr. Cypher.
In the Spring of 1919 this latter fad of his must have taken root as he gave to his children, all
his real estate, telling them that they would always have bread and butter, and if they wanted
cake, they would have to labor for it, thus giving them an incentive to work for the sweets
since that time, with the efficiency of Miss Clifford and Mervyn O’Neill (eventually took
over Oliver & Company real estate office), and a few additions by generous Mr. Corporal,
their bread and butter has changed into sweet coffee cake and if we can judge from the past, a
rich layer cake will be served in the future.
My good husband made me very independent and above financial worry. As he has provided
so bountifully for his own, why should he not satisfy his yearning and conscience and
perform charities as he sees the need for God’s unfortunates, even “ne’er-do-wells”.
After we had given our home, which has been described in another chapter, there was a
crying need for a new home for unmarried mothers. During our meetings of the Little
Children’s Aid, a Catholic charity for orphans and half-orphan girls, Father Powers, our
director, told us how many of these poor girls were going to Mary’s Help Hospital for succor.
They could not be refused but they were crowding out the legitimate mothers, so a new
charity for San Francisco was born and as usual the good Sisters of Charity were the
instruments to make it possible. After it was in working order, it was housed in an old
residence surrounded by an old fashioned garden near the Bay’s end of Van Ness Avenue (Nr
2350). 
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All concerned realized that this was only a makeshift, as the building was a firetrap and
hazard that worried good Sister Fidelis constantly. By that time, at one of our Aid meetings,
Father told us that some good gentleman had volunteered to build an up-to-date hospital finer
than any hospital of its kind West of Chicago. It was good news but it did not strike home to
me as my husband had not mentioned the fact that he was the donor.
However, when it was completed and occupied, we were a very happy family who attended
the opening Mass in the exquisite little chapel celebrated by his Grace Archbishop Hanna on
February 2nd, 1928 at 100 Masonic Avenue. The altar is a gift from Mrs. Christine Parrott
Donohoe. Mr. and Mrs. Eugene Conlon gave the Blessed Mother’s statue, Mr. Henry
Hoffman the St Joseph statue and Marie Hoffman gave two electric lamps on either side of
the altar.
After Mass and breakfast with His Grace, we went thru the building while he blessed it. It is
the last word in equipment for obstetrics. Besides the two- and four-bed dormitories there is a
large assembly room where these poor girls meet, waiting for their time of travail. Since the
opening we have a family reunion once a year, attending Mass and going to communion.
After a happy breakfast there we again visited this efficiently run institution and contemplate
these little half orphans and orphans, so well cared for. On our last visit there were 70 babies
and 15 expectant mothers, the latter we never see. Sister Fidelis has made this establishment
a noted success. (Today the building is a residence for women and children undergoing drug-
treatment.)
The next charity that was brought to our attention after it had been silently built and
established was St Patrick’s Shelter on Minna Street, opened in 1926, and being in the parish
of Monsignor Rogers, St Patrick’s Church. My good husband gave it in care of the
Monsignor, which became and remains one of the beneficiaries of the Community Chest as
are also St Elizabeth’s Hospital and Mount Helen in Los Altos. St Patrick’s Shelter is a large
concrete and steel building of two floors and a basement, well ventilated and 70 degrees
steam-heated. There are beds of black iron the head raised, a thick rubber pad substituting
mattresses and pillows, no blankets, instead a flannelette nightgown. The temperature is kept
warm enough not to require more covering, in that way eliminating the possibility of vermin.
Each floor is well equipped with lavatories, showers, toilets and basins, plenty of hot water
and soap where the men can wash their clothes as well as themselves. Each bed is supplied
daily with a clean fresh towel as well as the gown. A barber is there with his chair and
equipment for hair cuts and many razors are kept sharpened for the men’s use. Mr McGuire,
the manager and godfather of these unfortunates, has shown great efficiency and kindness
and has found employment and hospital care for many of them.
With this successful scheme of housing the City’s indigent there seemed a need for feeding
them, which was the next suggestion to my husband’s fertile mind. To care for his native
city’s poor. Thus his next charity was the building of the Kitchen. Another concrete and steel
building of one floor, well lit with skylights for light and ventilation. The building is 75' x
75', the exterior is severely plain, a marble slab being the only ornament on which is carved
the letters “A.M.D.G.”. The first letters of the four-worded Latin sentence, which when
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translated reads “To the greater glory of God”, and then the date 1931. This is a phrase that
this good donor has had placed on all of his buildings of charity, even in our old home Mount
Helen.
The following description of the Kitchen is quoted from the San Francisco News, an evening
paper, written on January 17th, 1931, some days after the opening January 8th.
“Hunger Sole Qualification for Meal at the Kitchen” by Betty Briggs
“If they are hungry, ask no questions - feed them.”
That is the only rule governing “The Kitchen”, the newly opened institution given to
the city that the destitute, unemployed and hungry men of San Francisco shall not go
without food.
The carefully planned structure, with its large combined cooking room and cafeteria
and model clinics was the gift of Mr. Cipher, a man who for many years has been
interested in helping the single men of his native city. His first gift was St Patrick’s
Shelter his second, “The Kitchen” at 52 Ritch St. [This short alley, parallel to and
between 3rd and 4th, ending at Folsom and at Harrison, has vanished.] Long before
daybreak the breadline forms before the building. It grows until it reaches Folsom
Street. Monitors watch it as it grows, pick out the aged, the cripples and take them to
the clinic to rest. When the doors are opened, these men are the first to be admitted,
taken to a reserved table and served by waiters.
The younger men pass before the kitchen counters and carry their food to the long
tables built in the huge room. Two meals a day are served—breakfast and supper. For
breakfast there is sometimes fruit, always coffee, mush and syrup and bread. Dinners
consist of stew, rice curry or pork and beans, bread and coffee. As many as 3700 men
have been served at one meal since the Kitchen was opened January 7th. Captain
Stephen Bonner of the Southern Police Station is in charge of distributing meal
tickets.
The Board of Health has appointed Dr R L Stine to take charge of the clinic in
connection with the institution. He started his work Monday and by noon Thursday he
had treated 125 men for minor ills. “At least 80 percent of those who come looking
for a job take free meals only because they are forced to,” McGuire says. In those
lines, which form hours before meals are to be served, are well-dressed men, clean-
shaven fellows who never before have known what it was to be hungry.
Many who have been fed have written to their unknown benefactor. They don’t know,
those thousands, that many nights he stands quietly in a corner watching them,
helping this palsied follow, wondering if that one has had enough to eat.”
Mr Cipher is a counterpart of Mr Zero, Manhattan’s denizen of Skid Row.
_________________________________________________________
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Incited by communist agitators February 2nd  following, a mob of 200 men battled
police at a wild attempt to take control of the Kitchen and cried out–“We want
porterhouse steaks” , “We want pork chops.” Five men were arrested with communist
papers. They were the leaders and cried out “Fight, comrades”. These men were jailed
for a short time, fed by the city and allowed to go their way instead of being sent out
of the United States, as they were no doubt alienists.
Dad insists that his identity should be unknown. The lot and building cost upwards of
$25 000.00. There are no requirements, moral or otherwise, no discrimination of race
or color, one only need to be hungry. Dad is quoted as saying, “I am to be given no
credit, I am only fortunate to have the money to spend in this way”. He would not
refuse these hungry men any more than Christ refused succor to sinners.
On January 30th, 1931, Mr Cipher wrote to nine prominent men, two of them being
clergymen, and asked them to serve as a committee of nine:
Right Reverend Edward Le Parcons, Bishop of Episcopal Diocese of California
Charles M Wollenberg, Esq. Superintendant of Laguna Honda Home
Leland W Cutler, President of SF Chamber of Commerce
Honorable James J Johnston, President, Commonwealth Club of California
Selah Chamberlain Esq. President, S.F. Community Chest
Mr Rae Baker, President, S F Labor Council
Mr Jesse Steinhart, President, Federation of Jewish Charities
J Emmet Hayden, Esq., Chairman, Finance Committee of Board of Supervisors
Reverend P G Moriarty, Little Children’s Aid, Acting for Archbishop Hanna.
All these gentlemen have accepted Dad’s request with very appreciative and flattering
notes, but I will not make this narrative too long by copying them. I will now add the
note he wrote them.
I would like very much if you could attend a meeting to be held Wednesday,
February 4, 1931, at the rooms of the Commonwealth Club, 345 Sutter Street,
at 3:00 P.M.
The purpose of this meeting is to turn over to your Committee of Nine, the
control of “The Kitchen”, situated on the corner of Clara and Ritch Streets,
since you were kind enough to give your consent to act on this committee. The
meeting should not last longer then half an hour, and at it you will be informed
as to how little of your time will be taken up in serving as a members as well
as to how satisfactorily the place is functioning and the coast of the meals
served. It is likely that the Committee will not have to meet more than two or
three times a year, as the Superintendent of the Relief Home will carry the
burden of the work after receiving your instructions at these few meetings, and
he will furnish you during the year with any reports you may desire.
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Will you, kindly let me know if you will be able to be present.
Yours very truly, 
B. P. Oliver”
REASONS FOR ESTABLISHMENT OF “THE KITCHEN”
FIRST: To stop begging and to give hungry, penniless men, who will not beg,
something to eat. To save men from being driven to beg. If a man starts begging and
finds out that he can make a living this way, he generally adopts it as a profession and
never works again. He becomes a parasite, an undesirable citizen in any community.
SECOND: That it is the duty of all communities to provide shelter and food for all
who are penniless, hungry, unemployed or unable to work, even when it may be the
fault of the penniless ones themselves that they are in this extremity. We all have our
weaknesses, and even if those of our neighbor cause him to go hungry, we should not
eat and let him starve. If we provide so much amusement and recreation for the well-
fed and the employed citizens by the expenditure of millions of dollars in parks,
bathing pools, recreation centers, aquariums, yacht harbors, seal ponds, bear pits,
buffalo and deer paddocks, museums, organ recitals, band concerts, playgrounds, golf
links, bridle paths, receptions to distinguished and undistinguished visitors,
decorations for the City on gala occasions, etc., should we leave it to the charity of
private individuals to maintain shelter and eating places for our penniless unemployed
and those whose age handicaps their employment.
THIRD: By examples to get the City to recognize its duties to the poor; unemployed
and infirm, and show how they can be assisted.
FOURTH: To arrest, if possible, or at least dampen the communistic and Bolshevik
spirit that is taking root in our community among the hungry and unemployed, by
showing them that their follow men have sympathy for them, desire to help them, and
will at all times help them when it is at all necessary to do so.
____________________________
The above reasons are the same reasons why St Patrick’s Shelter on Minna Street was
built, to house, bathe and bed penniless homeless men. This Shelter is supported by
the Community Chest, and in a measure by the City. It should be supported entirely
by the City as the Community Chest is too heavily burdened at present to do so,
unless it abandons its social work and devotes itself entirely to corporal works of
mercy.
It is absolutely certain that a great majority of the citizens, if not all of them, if their
vote could be polled, would be in favor of supporting these two institutions so
admirably adapted to their purposes, out of the public funds.
The City of San Francisco, dedicated at its birth to St Francis of Assisi, the greatest
exponent of charity of the centuries, the lover of the afflicted and the suffering, of
animals and birds, of the trees and flowers, the brother of the ass and the servant of
the poor, cannot begrudge out of its expenditures of twenty-seven millions per year,
less than one hundred thousand dollars to bring relief to the mendicant when the tools
have been provided for this very purpose.
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Last winter at the Shelter on Minna Street, 49,768 penniless were given beds, 53,487
baths, and 1914 provided with clothes through the assistance of the Community
Chest. This winter the number will be greater. Last winter thousands of breakfasts
were likewise provided by charitable citizens and thousands of meals by the Sisters of
Charity of Mary’s Help Hospital, without charge, out of their meager resources.
Read at the TRANSFER of “THE KITCHEN”
to the COMMITTEE OF NINE on FEBRUARY 4, 1931.
As you will learn from Mr Wollenberg’s report, “The Kitchen” is now functioning
satisfactorily and an average of 3500 nutritious, palatable meals are being furnished
every day, Sunday included, to supposedly penniless and unemployed, but
undoubtedly, hungry men. Likewise, in the Clinic some fifty men are being treated
daily. As my share in the work has been completed, it is time for me to fade from the
picture and allow Mr Wollenberg to carry on for you Gentlemen, who are virtually the
proprietors.
On you will rest the decision whether “The Kitchen” is to be operated the year round,
seasonally or only in emergencies like the present. My experience has been that there
are always hungry, unemployed men, many past middle age, in San Francisco, but that
for five months in the year during the winter season, they are more numerous than
during the other seven months. I might say here that St Patrick’s Shelter shows, after
five years’ experience, that the sick, the aged, the crippled, the physically
handicapped, the convalescent—none of whom would be able to work no matter how
plentiful jobs might be—numbered not less than thirty-five percent of its patrons.
These men get their food and a portion of their shelter almost entirely by begging,
although some resort to petty thievery, and in a few cases to hold-ups, frequently
resulting in serious injury or death to the victim.
If the “Kitchen” were kept open the year round and likewise a “Shelter” with sleeping
accommodations, there should be no begging in San Francisco, and any citizen who
was solicited for assistance could always reply, “The City provides food and beds free
if you need them. Speak to any policeman and he will direct you where they are to be
found”. This is a matter to which you should give some consideration. If you feel that
the citizens would be proud to live in a City of which it could be said that no
penniless man need go without food or shelter, and not have to beg for it, then “The
Kitchen” and a “Shelter” must be kept open the year round, especially for those
incapacitated. Fortunately, the cooking apparatus in “The Kitchen” is so arranged that
food can be prepared for 100 men or for 2000 at a not much greater pro rata of cost
per man for the minimum number. If you feel that it develops the charitable instincts
of the citizens to be approached for alms and he is a moral gainer thereby for Charity
is the greatest of the virtues, and that also you will not develop a class, that, while
able to work, will never do so as long as there are free beds and meals to be obtained,
then feeding and sleeping quarters should never be opened except in times of
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emergency. Unfortunately, in the matter of almsgiving, while the citizens who gives
benefits, the recipient often deteriorates. If the latter finds he can make a living this
way, he tries no others, becomes a social parasites and worse still, with money in his
pockets he supports the “speak-easy”, causing his own physical collapse, expense to
the City to care for him, and worst of all, fosters the growth of that vicious, criminal
class that lives by boot-legging.
If begging could be stopped when “Kitchen” and “Shelter” are closed, a study could
then be made as to the advisability or inadvisability of keeping them open.
Undoubtedly, many undeserving, whom I might term “loafers”, would take advantage
of the situations when they are open, but would not the good done to the real needy
and unfortunates greatly outweigh the encouragement given to the loafing class? It is
a problem worth serious consideration.
Personally, I believe that one hundred thousand dollars expended yearly by the City
for food and shelter for the penniless and penniless incapacitated, provided begging
was prohibited and stopped, would save three times this amount in the elimination of
crime, the care and hospitalization of the frequenters of the “speakeasy” and to
almsgivers. Concerning the moral good done I shall make no comment. In our
material age morality is too far in the background to be given consideration.
Before I close I would like to express before you Gentlemen my thanks to Mr.
Wollenberg and Mr. Rossi. Without them there would have been no “Kitchen”. It was
a seed planted with a hopes but it would never have grown, matured and borne fruit,
without the fostering care of these two gentlemen. I feel, Gentlemen, that as long as
Mr. Wollenberg remains in his present position whatever plans you make will be
carried out by him with sympathy, intelligence and care, and to your utmost
satisfaction.
A word about the status of the property. It will not be deeded to the City. So many
political changes take place in a municipality, where bad administrations alternate
with good, that I have decided to leave it under your management as officials of the
various organizations that you represent as long as you feel that it can be used by the
City for the purpose for which it was constructed. When you feel otherwise, that it
should be closed, you will notify the Trustee, who holds the title, The Wells Fargo
Union Trust Company, and it will forthwith deed the property to a purely charitable
Society to be used for charitable purposes.
To this Society, the St Vincent de Paul, I am sending the following letter:
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To the President of St Vincent de Paul Society 
of the City and County of San Francisco
Dear Sir:
The writer is deeding the property on the northwest corner of Ritch and
Clara Streets, in the City and County of San Francisco, 75’ X 75’ in size, with
the improvements thereon, to the Union Trust Company with the provision
contained in the Trust Deed that the same shall be used as a place to feed and
give clinical treatment to the penniless hungry and unemployed in the City and
County of San Francisco by the Municipal authorities of said City and County,
whenever in the judgment of a Committees named below, it becomes
necessary to do so. The City authorities are to have the use of the property
only on condition that they maintain the property, pay for its upkeep, and all
taxes, assessments and other expenses connected with or that may be
necessary in operating it for the purposes for which it was erected, namely, as
a feeding place and as a place for a free clinic to be maintained. If the City at
any time should decide that it has no further use for the property for the
purposes stated above, or for some other charitable purposes that the
Committee may decide upon, then the Union Trust Company shall deed the
property to the St Vincent de Paul Society, which shall enter into possession
of the same and devote it to such uses as it decides will assist it in carrying on
the works of charity, for which it was organized.
I have secured a Committee of nine persons, namely, the Catholic
Archbishop of San Francisco, the Bishop of the Episcopal Diocese of
California, the President of the Federation of Jewish Charities, the President of
the San Francisco Chamber of Commerce, the Chairman of the Finance
Committee of the Board of Supervisors of San Francisco, the President or
Head of the Labor Council of San Francisco, the President of the
Commonwealth Club of San Francisco, the President of the San Francisco
Community Chest and the Superintendent of the Relief Home of the City and
County of San Francisco, in their official capacities, to treat with the City in
all arrangements made with the City for the use by the City of the property for
the purposes above stated. The officials impress me as being proper
representatives of the general public to act in such a matter, and deal with the
City efficaciously where public charity that is absolutely necessary is to be
dispensed. These officials will have entire charge of the property or institution
known as “The Kitchen”, acting through the Superintendent of the Relief
Home, as long as the City maintains and cares for it. Whenever it reverts to
you, their care and connection cease, and you use it for your own charitable
purposes.
I believe the purposes to which the property is now dedicated will
always have public support, and that a municipality of the size of San
Francisco should and always will supply such an institutions where it is fully
completed in every detail as it is at presents with whatever is necessary to have
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it function properly. The improvements, being of fire proof construction,
should have a long life.
I repeat again, my reason for desiring to have the property deeded to
you, if it should cease to be used by the City for the purposes above stated, is,
that it may be continued to be used in the charitable activities, to which your
Society, more than any other, in the City, is devoted.
I would moreover advise you strongly, if it is in your power, to always
help the Committee in keeping the City interested in the present feeding
system for the good done, and because the cost of maintaining it would be
prohibitory to private individuals or to your Society.
Yours sincerely,
B P Oliver
I thank you, Gentlemen, for your taking the time to attend this meeting and most
sincerely do I thank you for your consenting to serve on this Committee.
It is a frail craft that you are asked to navigate, but if you cannot keep it afloat, there
are no other Captains who can. I wish there was a Sister Ship called “The Shelter”
that could be entrusted to your seamanship, as I feel that you Gentlemen would
consider the joint support of such twins an eminently just charge on the tax-payers,
and in the same category with hospitals, relief homes and sanitariums. While, as I
said, I am now out of the picture, if you should ever need my services they are yours
to command.
THE COST OF “THE KITCHEN”
Total
Lands Title Insurance Policy and Pro Rata of Taxes   6,042.79   6,042,79
Barrett & Hilp – Cost of Building 16,480.25   22,523.04
Architect      498.00 23,021.04
The City spent for equipment   3,956.35 26,977.39
From January 7 to January 31, 1931, inclusive, 87,904 meals were furnished. The cost
of furnishing food for these meals was .047 per meal. This figure includes gas and
water used. All cooking is done by gas. The labor cost (eighteen men employed as
cooks, helpers, dishwashers, etc) per meal was .034 or a cost for each meal furnished
of .078.
The total cost in dollars and cents for the 87,904 meals was $6, 924.21.
The food was all of the best, varied and exceedingly well cooked. 




Mr B P Oliver
100 Montgomery Street,
San Francisco.
My Dear Mr. Oliver:
You probably have seen by the paper that there will be a meeting of the
Mayors, Councilmen, and Supervisors of Northern California on the 28th, where we
will discuss cooperation in relief this winter. One of the things I hope to do is to get
San Francisco together with Fresno, Stockton, Oakland, Sacramento and San Jose to
agree upon a date for opening communitykitchens, thus preventing one community
from sending its itinerant labor to another where a kitchen might be open. I agree with
you fully regarding the expenditure of money for labor. Sixty percent or more is
wasted. The $2,000,000, if it comes from the tax levy, will only be spent for relief.
Since hearing from you a few weeks ago, I have had several other discussions
regarding the possibility of aiding the five Catholic organizations that are giving
meals out at this time. I have taken it up with City Officials and we all agree that it is
a dangerous procedure. It will stimulate every church to open its own relief kitchens.
The Salvation Army and Volunteers of America already have asked and are clamoring
for municipal money. I think we must keep our money absolutely under City control
and must not recognize any sectarian organizations.
Hoping to see you soon, I am
Yours very truly
C. M. Wollenberg, Superintendent
_________________________________________________________
August 13, 1931.




I am just in receipt of your favor of yesterday, and after reading it carefully I
have changed my mind completely in regard to my suggestion to you of giving
monetary assistance to provide food given away by charitable or semi-charitable
institutions. I can see now the innumerable difficulties that would ensue if it were
done, and the unlimited demands that would be made on the Municipal Treasury with
unending squabbling between the applicants. Matters should be left as they are with
the “Kitchen”, providing meals for the single unemployed men, and the Associated
Charities looking after the families in distress.
The Catholic organizations I mentioned in my letters I have been informed,
will carry on their charitable work in any event, as long as demand is made upon
them, as under their Foundations, they are bound to supply food to the hungry if the
members of the community have the wherewith to eat themselves.
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My particular interest was in seeing that hungry, unemployed men obtainedb
food during the interim the “Kitchen” was closed. Likely, the charitable religious
orders were able to take care of them in this interval, but the situation has now gotten
bad again and I am afraid that the City will have to open the “Kitchen” next month to
take care of the single hungry.
It would be a great work accomplished if you could get the other large towns
in the Northern and Central part of the State to open up Community Kitchens. Even
then there would be a big drift of the unemployed to San Francisco during the coming





From the San Francisco Daily News, January 15, 1931:
HUNGRY MEN SHOULD BE FED, SAYS MR CYPHER,
ANONYMOUS HEAD OF ST PATRICK’S SHELTER
San Franciscan Does Great Work for Penniless, but wants No Credit for“The
Kitchen,” Where Food Is Free, Latest Benefaction of Philanthropist, by Betty Briggs
When a man’s hungry, he should be fed.
When a man’s homeless, he should be sheltered.
Because a certain kindly, white-haired man believes those things he has built a soup
kitchen and a lodging house for the destitute men of San Francisco. For the last 20-
odd years this wealthy business man has devoted a great share of his time to studying
and helping to solve the social problems of his native City.
Two Great Needs
The two great needs, he decided, were a sanitary, comfortable building where
homeless men could sleep and a cafeteria where penniless men could be fed. So he
built St Patrick’s Shelter and “The Kitchen.” “Mr Cypher,” he prefers to be called, if
he must be given a name. His own name is well-known among club and business men
– but many of his closest friends do not know that he is the philanthropist who has
done so much good work for the unfortunate, destitute persons of the town.
Works Anonymously
He shuns publicity preferring to do his work through city officials, who are
sworn to secrecy. Never in all the years he has been aiding the destitute has his name
been publicly divulged, and so here too, he must remain only “Mr Cypher.”
Two meals a day are served to hungry men who line up before his latest venture, “The
Kitchen.” “For a human being who is hungry should be fed,” says Mr Cypher.
No Questions Asked
“Who am I to ask a man why he is hungry, whether or not he deserves food?
There should be no distinction made, and none is made so long as a man does not got
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into line too many times for any one meal. Even then, who can blame them? Some
need more food than others. In giving food and shelter we must help all who ask and
only say when we give, there, but for the grace of God, go I.”
Many years ago when there was another period of depression and
unemployment, Mr Cypher was asked to become a member of a committee, which
was maintaining a soup kitchen and lodging house in the old Marino Hospital on
Beale Street. There he became interested in the problem of the homeless man.
Commenced Task
When that was closed he became a member of a committee appointed by
Governor Hiram Johnson to select a site for a penal institution for first offense felons.
A few years later his financial condition was such that he could start the work he had
long planned, that of building a lodging house for the homeless men in San Francisco.
A location in the heart of the district, which needed such a shelter was found, a lot
owned by St Patrick’s parish of the Catholic Church. At a cost of $70,000 Mr Cypher
built St Patrick’s Shelter.
When that was done, he studied soup kitchens, and several months ago, when
he felt he could afford to give more money to aid the needy, he began building “The
Kitchen.” It was at first to be erected on property owned by the City. But no city
property was deemed suitable, so Mr Cypher purchased a lot for his second building.
City Bought Equipment
The equipment was bought by the city and the food is being served at the
expense of the city. This kitchen is not to be a temporary thing. It is to live so long as
the city will maintain it. And that, Mr Cypher believes should be permanently. “Every
city should provide shelter and food. That is only human. San Francisco will always
do this, I hope, and I am forming a committee which I believe will carry on this work
for years,” he says.
Wants No Credit
“I am to be given no credit. I am only fortunate to have the money to spend in
this way. A cornerstone of St Patrick’s Shelter will explain why I do this work better
than anything else. On that cornerstone are the letters A.M.D.G.” Translated from the





I am sending you a copy of the story I wrote after talking with you. It was longer in
the earlier editions but due to lack of space was cut in the afternoon editions. I cannot,
at the moment, find one of the longer versions. Thank you so much for being so kind
as to tell me the story. I hope that if I call at your office some day again you will tell











I am just in receipt of your communication containing article published in the
San Francisco News on January 15, concerning “St Patrick’s Shelter” and “The
Kitchen”. I thank you greatly for your consideration. You have kept your word to the
letter and I deeply appreciate your doing so. If all other news gatherers and writers
would follow your example in reporting interviews with people shunning publicity,
many more interviews might be secured when interesting information for the general




This chapter of your praiseworthy Mr Cipher or Mr Zero or Dad, will be terminated
with a little humor. I will copy a letter he received in January 1931. I will not correct
the misspelling. The following was the address on the envelope:
Mr. Cyphar,
San Francisco,
Counterpart of Manhattan’s famour Mr. Zero,
San Francisco,
In care of PostMaster
St Patrick’s Shelter, 239 Minna St.;
Dear Sir:
Well as I seen in the News Bee that you was an old man of 70 and spending your
money on the folks that are hungry. Well I must surely give you credit for it as their is
only one more person in the world like you and that is a lady, you had sure get
aquanted with her, she is a widow and never that a hungry person comes to her house
but what she feeds them. Now she has taken over 3 lovely little children were the
Mother is dead and she only about 55 or 50 and very beautiful ways about 75 pounds.
She sure would make a mate for a man with a hart like you right her I am an old
soulger but married here is your luck at good old pal friend. Her address is Mis Rose
Carpenter, R.F.D. No. 1 Box 2. Gray Towns Ohio c/o Postmaster: Pleas give this
letter to the man that foods all the hungry in San Francisco. This is from an old solger
pall of his this is his chance and tell him not to mis it.
Pall John
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Many other letters have been received but most of them are begging letters and from
investigation were not truthful.
____________________________________________________________________
I have known your Father since I was 11 years old and he was 20. Our mothers were
close friends in Valparaiso, Chile, in their girlhood. Just before our marriage he
named my schoolmates and me nicknames, his name for me was “Laughing Eyes,”
He names himself our “Shepherd”, and he has lived up to that name during our
marriage of 48 years. I hope we will celebrate our golden wedding. I have lived a
normal happy protected life. Our marriage was a sacrament not a contract. He is a true
gentleman and I know he merits Heaven.




On 16 January 1884 B P married to Catherine Frances Connor in the church in Redwood
City. Their 50th anniversary would have been in 1934, but Kate died in 1933.
Just before Christmas 1934, the now retired B P Oliver turned eighty. His children were
moving into their sixties, his grandchildren were marrying and great grandchildren were
scattered about. Despite being able to watch his thriving offspring, the old man was a bit sad.
In 1939 he watched many of the things he loved fall into ruin: China suffered from civil war
and invasion, England was in danger of collapse, Germany seemed lost forever, France and
Italy—and all that art and food—were no longer the places he had loved to take Kate and his
family. San Francisco was changing as well: new bridges, the wartime shipyards, the old Irish
families he knew so well were dissipating. The O’Neills were retiring from running his real
estate and insurance office. Gone were his mansions full of fun and life, gone the leisurely
summers down the Peninsula. He had moved into an apartment on the northwest corner of
Laguna at 2100 Pacific Avenue, near his daughter Jack and Leo Merle. Bartholomew Patrick
Oliver was tired. He suffered through several ailments and at least one operation during the
forties.
Just after midnight on 13 June 1945, the old realtor was taken to Saint Mary’s Hospital. He
struggled until 10 am when he died of what the doctors described as “acute coronary
occlusion, arteriosclerosis and hypertension”.  After what must have been a gigantic family
funeral on 15th June, his body was laid at Holy Cross Cemetery. 
Oliver maintained a deep and convinced devotion to the Church and the College. In 1943 he
donated a copy of “On Christian Democracy” by Leo xiii to Br Vulgan Henry, English
professor. He was convinced that a Catholic education coupled with a reasoned faith would
make leaders who could do good in “this world”. To that end he endowed a contest at the
College. Each year, a competition was held among the students: essays were submitted and
the subject of Catholicism and Citizenship, and then judged by a panel of professors. This
was the Oliver Essay Contest and the prize was $100; it lasted well into the sixties. He helped
fund the building of the Moraga campus in 1927-28. Painting and statues, some having come
from the estate of The Count, arrived as well. The grand dining room may have been named
for B P or perhaps for his uncle. A much smaller monument was the Senior Bench in the
main quad, donated by Oliver and made of bricks from the Oakland Brickpile; it was
demolished in a fit of tidiness in the seventies. 
B P’s  devotion to his alma mater was remarkable and abiding. In a letter of 4 Dec 1941 he
proclaims:




The children of B P Oliver:
Nora m 1917 Charles Be Brown
b Nov 1885 
d 3 Feb 1933
Joan (Jack) m 1907 Leo Vasserot Merle
b 25 Mar 1886 SF b 1884 SF
d & May 1955 d 1965 SF
Katherine (Kittie) m 1917 Paul Burgess Fay
b 17 Oct 1887 b 1884 SF
d 29 Nov 1980 SF d 1970 SF
Eugenie (Jean) m 1917 Edgar A (Pete) Freeman
b 23 Dec1889 b 1885 SF
d d 1963 Woodside
Helen m 1920 Alfred Cornish
b 5 July 1891 SF b
d 5 Sep 1922 Tientsin, in childbirth d
Adelaide m 1918 Mervyn John O’Neill
b 24 Jan 1896 SF b 1892 SF
d 3 May 1983 SF d 1987 SF
Bartholomew Patrick Jr m 1925 Loretta Georgiana Jaeger
b 21 May 1897 SF b 1901 KY
d 31 Dec 1972 Palo Alto d 1995
John C m Willermina (Billie) Wilson
b 1 Mar 1899 SF b
d 8 Aug 1964 SF d
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APPENDIX B.
The will of D J Oliver.
Dated 1 May 1881, executors are son, Joseph A and son-in-law, Robert Tobin.
Bequests of $1000, 2000 and 4000 to nieces and nephews and sister–in-law, totaling
$30 000.
Bequests of $5000 to the Archbishop and $11 000 to various charities including the
erection of a monument to Robert Emmett.
The balance to be divided among the 3 Tobin grandchildren (one-ninth each), the son,
Joseph (one-third) and daughter, Cecelia (one-third). 
[D J died in the spring of 1886. Cecelia died shortly after, and it may be assumed that
Joseph received something like $300 000.]
_________________________
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